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Night of the Demon's Breath 


"I'm too old for this shit." 


Kirk grinned to himself as they trudged across damp ground and around tall, twisted trees. The voice behind 
him had been alternating between asking how much further they had to go and complaining that they were too 
old. 


"You go hunting," he called back over his shoulder. "Same thing, different creatures." 


The place that they were heading for was as off the beaten path as they could get. North of Rifle, Colorado 
and hidden in the valleys that surrounded Monument Peak, the mansion was the remaining legacy of a man 


whose name Kirk had only heard whispered. 


Malcom T. Bennett had been the creator of some of the world's most fantastic pulp horror novels. Born in 
1898, he'd died in the 710s and left his house, the sprawling black roofed Mountain Hideaway, to the elements. 
His wife, Elizabeth, had died many years prior to him and they had no children. So there had been no one to 
take on the magnificent building. Many horror fans had attempted to have the building preserved but Malcom's 
will had stated that it was to be left for nature to take care of. 


Because of the house's remote location, only a handful of people had ever visited. Its exact location was a 
closely guarded secret and it had taken Kirk many years to get the co-ordinates from his friends. One of them 
had finally conceded and showed him details of the location long enough for Kirk to memorise it. 


Mist was beginning to gather around the trunks of the trees. Tendrils tickled at Kirk's ankles and he smiled. He 
was happy to finally be doing something that had haunted him for so very long. 


A sled trailed in his wake, the rope attached to one wrist and the pallet piled with everything that they'd need 


for a night away from home. 
"We'll be back before nightfall, right?" James called 
"No. That's why we have everything with us." 


The other man Amphed and Kirk's smile widened. He was almost enjoying torturing James. But the other man 
had agreed to come along. Time in the mountains was James’ favourite pastime so, naturally, Kirk had invited 
him to take the trip. Only for him to moan. For once it was nice seeing James be on the receiving end of 


something that he wasn't overly sure that he wanted to do. 


There was a small, barely visible path down through the trees. Occasionally, they came across a piece of 
ribbon attached to a branch or an almost invisible arrow painted on a trunk. All of them pointed to the 


direction of Mountain Hideaway. 


The mansion wasn't just a pilgrimage for every horror fan. It was also reported to be haunted. Some fans had 
done their best to keep the mansion intact, often hauling materials to the building in order to do up rooms or 

fix any disrepair. Kirk had just bought himself, and James. If anything needed doing, he'd make a note and see if 
he could get one of his friends, or himself, out to the house. 


A small, lopsided sign brushed against his ankles and Kirk looked down. In the watery light of an early Fall 
afternoon, he saw an arrow pointing in the direction that they were heading and the words "500 feet". His 
smile widened a little and he picked up the pace. The sled scuttled behind him, catching on the occasional tree 
root or ploughing through piles of leaves. A little behind that, he could hear James' heavy footfall, his hiking 
boots thudding against the ground. 


The trees gave way to a vast opening. Golden Fall light illuminated autumn leaves and gently rolling grassy 
hillocks. At the centre of the space stood Mountain Hideaway. Built over three levels it had a wooden staircase 
that lead to a veranda and then to an arched doorway. Several turrets dotted the frontage and ornate 
ironwork spiked along the roof. All of the windows were elegant and Kirk could make out several that had 


stained glass images. 


As with the photos that he'd seen, the mansion had a black roof and grey woodwork. He hoped that the 


interior lived up to his imagination. 


Pulling the sled onto the ground before the house, Kirk felt a change in the air. Suddenly the sun felt a little 
cooler and a breeze that hadn't been there before whispered beneath the hem of his jacket. He looked over his 
shoulder to James. The other man stood a few feet behind him, his aviator sunglasses on his nose and a hand 


in his short, greying hair as he looked up at the building. 

"Sure is a sweet place." 

"Glad you came?" Kirk asked. 

James shrugged and buried his hands back into his coats pockets. "We'll see.” 


The stairs creaked beneath their feet as they made for the front door. A door knocker shaped like a serpents 
tail was bolted to the black door. Not that anyone had knocked on it for a very long time. All that it took for 


the door to open was the merest brush of fingers. 
The long, hardwood hallway beyond the door was coated with a layer of dust. 
"Looks like no one's been here for a while," Kirk muttered. 


Carrying a couple of bags from the sled, he placed first one foot, and then the other, into the hallway and took 
a deep breath. The house felt as though it was doing the same and exhaling something that it had held onto 


for so very long. 


Walking along the hallway, Kirk listened as his feet found loose floorboard. The creaking shouldn't have spooked 
him but he could feel a sense of terror beginning to clutch at his stomach. He peered into rooms as he passed 
them. All of them were set up just as Malcom had left them. High-backed armchairs stared longingly out of 
windows and fireplaces topped with beautiful paintings and woodwork waited to be lit once more. He walked 


through the house, passing a sweeping staircase, until he came to the kitchen at the rear. 


Unlike the rest of the house, the kitchen was relatively normal. A farmhouse style table surrounded by six 
chairs sat at the heart while large windows looked over the lush, sweeping landscape. Everything was 1960s 
Formica and the cupboards were a pale shade of green A cooker that obviously hadn't been used since the 


house was occupied sat against one wall. In the centre of the table was an open guestbook. 

Resting his hands on the back of a chair, Kirk peered at the white pages. The last visitors to enter a log had 
been eighteen months previous. It appeared that a small group of four people had spent a weekend in the 
house. They'd left an ominous message. 


Watch out for the spirits 


"Yeah, kinda gathered that," he murmured to himself. 


The house was in a surprisingly good order. While the power was off and had been for many years, fans stil 
bought full tanks of propane. The cooker was cooked up and Kirk found himself making a batch of coffee as the 
sun began to slip behind the mountains. A note stuck to the splashback gave instructions on where the propane 


store was and how to connect full bottles and where to put the empties. 


There didn't seem to be any evidence of any ghosts or spirits and Kirk wondered if the journey had been all 
for nothing. The thought dejected him a little and he debated turning back and heading home. 


But he'd wanted to visit Mountain Hideaway for as long as he could remember. And it had taken him half a 
lifetime to get the location of the house from someone. He decided to stay the night anyway. If nothing 
happened, nothing happened. If something happened, great. 


He could hear James rummaging around in one of the reception rooms. They'd found a woodpile, no doubt left 
behind by other visitors, and he'd jumped straight into setting a fire. They'd decided that staying in the lower 
rooms was best so as not to disturb whatever may still lurk in the bedrooms. Plus, to Kirk, it seemed like 


desecration to be sleeping in the bedrooms of a dead man's house. 


Picking up the two travel mugs of coffee, he stopped by the room to drop one off. Their bags were piled in a 
heap next to a worn couch and James was on his hands and knees, arranging logs and kindling in the black 


grate. 
"Here. Made you this." Kirk placed the mug on the fire's granite slab. 


James gave him a crooked smile and went back to work. Kirk could tell that he was finding ways to distract 
himself from being in the house. He suspected that James was sensing something entirely different to what he 
was feeling. 


Leaving James to it, Kirk went and sat out on the veranda. A gentle autumn rain was falling, leaving fat 
raindrops hanging from leaves and the edge of the roof. The rain pattered on the house and Kirk felt himself 
relaxing to the sound. Music that was unique to nature. He closed his eyes and took a sip of coffee before 
inhaling the clear mountain air. There was nothing like getting away from it all to clear his head and let the 


world pass him by, if only for a while. 


The sky was beginning to darken and a breeze rustled through the trees. Cracking an eye open, Kirk watched as 
the light wind rippled through around the semi-circle of trees. Starting at one side, it raced through the 
branches, shaking handfuls of leaves to the ground before dissipating somewhere behind the house. He frowned 
and shook his head. It was nothing. Nothing at all. Just nature doing its thing. 


Kirk 


A shiver ran along his spine at the sound of his name. The voice was female and tinged with an accent that he 
didn't recognise. With his mug clasped in his hands, Kirk looked back to the trees and watched as a handful 


rustled in the otherwise still mountain air. 


Kirk 


"Who's there?" he whispered. He could feel his voice shaking in his throat and his eyes darted around. The 
voice came from everywhere and nowhere, seemingly coming from the trees while simultaneously echoing in 


his head. 
Kirk Youre finally here. | knew that you would one day visit 


He frowned and reached to wipe a sudden sheen of sweat from his forehead. The fear that he'd hoped he 
wouldn't feel was beginning to bubble in his gut. He'd expected the ghosts that he'd heard others talk about. 
Visions that just glided from one end of the building to another. Not a being that was speaking to him. 


He called a little louder, "Who are you? 


A shadow shifted among the trees and he watched, his heart in his mouth, as a woman in white stepped from 
the midst of the forest and into the opening. She took long, slow steps across the opening, her sandalled feet 


crunching over dead leaves and twigs. 


Kirk was about to ask if she lived in the forest when he noticed the trees shimmering through her form. She 


wasn't of their world and Kirk sank back into the creaking wooden chair. 


She ascended the stairs and stood beside him, her loose white dress flowing in a non-existent breeze. It looked 


as though she was standing in a river that he couldn't see. 


A flicker of a smile danced across her lips and Kirk found that the fear was turning to something else. 
Something more primal. Yet it wasn't directed at the woman. Kirk had the sudden urge to go back into the 
house and ravage his friend, the man he'd called a brother for over thirty years. But why? 


They'd never fooled around, even as hormone fuelled teenagers. Despite his own sexuality, James had never 
been interested in that. Kirk had tried to convince him a few times but James was a man's man and interested 
in only women. 

But there had still been moments when Kirk had questioned James. He could remember the nights that they'd 
spent curled together, blonde waves and dark curls tangled together as they'd whispered and joked. He 
remember James climbing into bed and sleeping beside him. Each memory rolled through his mind as the 
woman reached out to touch his cheek. 

"Lilith," Kirk murmured. "Malcom wrote about you in Night of the Demons Breath" 

Indeed he did He gave me life once more and gifted me this beautiful home. 


Her fingers were as cold as ice and Kirk shivered as she moved to cup his chin. She lifted his eyes to her own 


and he allowed a shudder of lust to sweep through him. 
Go to your friend 
"He doesn't like his own gender." 


Trust me, tonight he will She paused and looked around herself. Her hand was still on his chin as she tilted her 
head back to look at the gloomy sky above them. Every person who has visited this house has been brought here 
for a reason Like you, all were interested in Malcom's work. All of you believed that the property is haunted And 


it is We live here, the characters that he created and gave life to. This is our home now. 


Completely dumbfounded, Kirk just stared at her. He'd expected ghosts, and strange lights, and things that went 
bump in the night. Not a spirit that he could have a conversation with. He nodded dumbly at her words. Her 
fingers coolly tickled beneath his chin and a suggestive smile lit up her face. Kirk could feel the air changing 


around them, growing thicker and heavier. His heart pounded and his blood pressure was rising. 
Go to your friend He's waiting for you in front of the fire. 


Kirk felt as though he had no control over his body. Getting to his feet, he drifted back into the house. The 
only light was the warm glow from the reception room that they were calling home for the evening. The 
atmosphere was strange, thick with emotions that he'd forgotten existed. It clung to him and clenched around 
his chest, holding him tightly as he guided himself to James. Behind him, Kirk could hear Lilith's gentle 
footsteps following in his wake. No doubt she wanted to check that all would be well. 


Sure, he slept with other men. He always had. But never James. Never his friend. Even when he'd felt those 
adolescent hormones twisting in his groin, Kirk had never dared to act upon on them. James would most likely 
have knocked him out or kicked him from the band. 

Stepping back into the reception room, he found James sitting before the fire. He'd stripped off his coat and 
sweater and was sitting in jeans and a tight, long-sleeved shirt. The flames lit his silver hair and James 


appeared to be deep in thought. 


Finally, the other man sensed his presence and, without turning his attention from the fire, he quietly said, 


"Can you feel that?" 
Kirk felt his heart clench. "Feel what?" 
"The change in the air." 


Kirk turned and looked over his shoulder but Lilith was gone. All that remained was a hint of vanilla lingering in 


the air. 


Putting the empty mug on a dusty side table, Kirk moved to sit beside James. They sat in silence with their 


focus on the crackling flames. Neither of them spoke. They didn’t need to. 
A hand wound into his hair and tilted his head back Kirk closed his eyes for a second and paused to take a 
deep breath. Never in a million years did he think that being with James in such a way would happen. He'd 


always envisioned them as friends, brothers, and someone he'd pined after when he was younger. 


Fingers massaged his scalp and gently tugged at his curls. Kirk moaned quietly and allowed himself to relax into 
the soft touches. It didn't take long before he was blissed out, his shoulders dropping and his jaw unclenching. 


"Look at me." James’ voice was quiet and husky, never raising above a certain level. 


Opening his eyes, Kirk rolled his head and looked at his friend James’ blue eyes were darker and glazed with 
lust. The fire had warmed his face and left him with a rosy glow. 


The spell that had fallen over the house twisted around them like vines. It pulled them closer until their lips 
touched in a chaste kiss. 


‘lm sorry it's taken me so long to do this," James whispered. 

‘lm not," Kirk quietly replied. 

He didn't want to ask questions, nor to make James feel awkward. Instead, he fell into the kiss, his arms winding 
around James’ neck. His fingers tickled at the ends of the other man's silver hair, a smile dusting his lips as he 
listened to James softly sigh. They were giving into something that both of them had obviously kept hidden for 
many, many years. Kirk could never have guessed that while he was away fucking other man, his friend had 
been thinking about him. James had obviously hidden his sexual leaning behind his bravado and Kirk was proud 


of him for finally acting on it. 


Their hands wandered and their clothes were shed until they were naked before the fire. Their past fears and 
reservations burned to nothing, slowly becoming the ash that would be returned to the Earth. 


Gone was the man that Kirk had once known. In his place was a kind and loving figure who cradled Kirk close as 
they exchanged tender kisses. Large, strong hands were flat against his back and Kirk's own hands were clasped 
James’ jaw and held him tight. 

"Take me," the other man quietly said. 

"Sorry?" 


"Take me. Make love to me." 


He was taken back by James' revelation but not overly surprised. James had been trying to surrender some of 


the control that he felt for years. For him to offer himself up to Kirk seemed like the perfect solution 


James' hands wandered over his body and came to rest at his hips. Calloused thumbs played over the bones 
and tattoos and Kirk purred with contentment. It had been a long time since someone had taken the time to 
admire him. His lovers were often one night stands, men who came into his life for a few hours before leaving 
once more. Some he would call up whenever he was passing through a particular city. To have someone who 
gave him a sense of security rather than just being there for an evening of sensual play was both a jarring, 


and reassuring. 


"You are so beautiful," James murmured. "You look so fragile but there's a strength in here that I've always 


admired. You've always gone after what you want." 
Kirk smiled. "And now you're going after what you want?" 


Lips pressed a gentle kiss to his shoulder. "Exactly. It's taken me way too long to make this decision and l'm 
glad that you're giving me a chance." 


Words whispered straight into his mind and encouraged him as they wound themselves around one another. 


Their hard cocks rubbed together, sending bolts of electrified lust through him. 
"Do you hear that?" 


Kirk nodded. "That's Lilith. Malcom wrote a lot about the old gods, demons, and spirits. They live here now." He 
paused to catch his breath before returning his attention to James’ throat. "They're the ghosts that we've 
heard about." 


The spell had been cast and there was no going back. They were locked in a moment that neither of them 
wanted to escape from as years of longing finally bubbled to the surface. 


Closing his eyes, Kirk let his hands slide over his friend's body as he memorised every inch. He may have spent 
the past several decades watching James on and off stage but to finally be intimate with him was a whole 
different experience. It was one that both of them seemed to have craved at some point in their lives and 


which they'd each kept hidden from the other. James because he probably thought that Kirk would laugh at 
him, and Kirk because he thought that James would have beaten his ass for suggesting it. 


The rug was surprisingly comfortable. Despite its age, the thick fabric cradled their bodies as they held one 
another. Kirk's hands wandered over James’ stomach, taking in the slight swell of of a stomach before toying 
with patch of grey hair that was nestled on his breast bone. He leaned in closer and touched his lips to the 

other man's nipples, listening as James sighed happily before his body momentarily tightened. 

"Have you done this before?" he quietly asked. 


James lifted his head enough to look Kirk in the eye. "Never." 


Kirk's heart beat a mile a minute as he reached for his bag. He always kept lube with his toiletries. Years of 
being on the road had taught him that he always needed to be prepared and, for once, he was glad that he 


was. 


tll hurt a little," he mumbled. "But not for long. Then you'll be feeling like a million bucks." With the half used 


tube clasped in one hand, he bent and kissed James’ chest. "I promise." 


He knelt beside James with one hand on the other man's cock and his eyes watching his friend's every move. 
With fingers slicked with gel, he carefully began to prepare the man who had so willingly, and so nervously, 
spread himself before him. Both of them had changed over the years. They'd aged, leaving the gangly young 
men that they'd once been in their wakes. Time was catching up with them, leaving them with creaking joints 
and greying hair. Yet, through it all, Kirk could still some of the headstrong, yet shy, young man that James 
had once been. He could still see the wonders and excitement of a life spread before them if he looked deep 


enough into those blue eyes. And James’ smile was one that couldn't be faked. 


His friend groaned as Kirk pressed his fingers deep inside. He slowly moved them back and forth, carefully 
spreading the other man's virgin entrance. What a delight it was to be the one who would introduce him to a 


whole new life. But, at the same time, he realised that he needed to be careful. One wrong move and the spell 


that Lilith had cast for them would be shattered. 


He cradled James close, his head nestled in the crook of the other man's neck, as he cautiously entered him. 
James was warm and tight and Kirk felt his eyes bug. For a moment, he held still, catching his breath and 


allowing them both a moment to get used to the sensation. 
"You feel incredible," he whispered. "You've always been incredible.’ 


His lips wandered over James’ throat, leaving kisses in their wake. He listened to the man beneath him, his 
hands clasped beneath James’ shoulders and holding him tight. It seemed like a role reversal and one that he 
hadn't been entirely sure that he'd wanted. But now, with James’ thick thighs locked to hips, Kirk knew that 
he'd made the right decision. 


"Don't stop. We've come this far." The other man's voice was as soft as ever despite the pain that he 


assumed James was feeling. 


Kirk nodded and wrapped his hands around James’ shoulders. Pulling his hips back, he slowly started to move in 
a dance that he'd performed so many times before. Yet, for once, it felt like the first time. That moment 
before the fire felt as though as he had stepped through a door and into a world of exquisite pleasure. He'd 
always enjoyed being with his other partners. But, with James, it was something completely different. Whether 
it had been Lilith's influence, the seclusion of the house, or something else entirely, Kirk didn't know. But he was 


ready to fall head first into whatever heavenly place awaited him. 


James' arms looped around his neck and one of his legs was draped around Kirk's hips. Together they moved, 


their soft sighs filling the high-ceilinged room. The atmosphere became heavier as though tinged with the 


scents of the previous decades. Kirk could feel eyes watching him. Not just Lilith but every other creature and 
being that Malcom had bought to life. The sensation should have been unnerving but, in that moment, it felt 
completely normal. He was drifting away on a sea of ecstasy and he didn't want to find himself returning to 


shore too soon. 


Their moment was slow and sensual. Kirk didn't want to rush it and he suspected that James didn't either. 
Beneath him, the other man opened up like a flower. His throat was exposed for soft kisses and gentle nibbles. 
His chest rose and fell as he tried to contain the sighs and groans that bubbled from his lips. 


Kirk continued to give him all that he had. He wanted James to remember the night forever and, if he so 
wished, return for another. He held James close, feeling their hearts beat together. Warm breath tickled his 
cheek and soft words of encouragement were whispered in his ear. The connection that they both seemed to 


have spent most of a lifetime longing for had finally been made. 


His lips found James’ and Kirk claimed them in a hot and heated kiss. He could feel his orgasm growing closer, 
his head swimming and body beginning to ache. Reaching between them, he wrapped his hand around James’ 
cock and began to stroke in time to his own rhythm. 


What he assumed to be the magic that encased the house grew. He could feel wrapped around his body and 
dancing through his veins. James moaned loudly and Kirk moved a little faster. Fingernails scraped at his back 
and he could feel James reacting to all that he did. From the timbre of his voice and the way his body 
tightened, Kirk knew that he'd found the other man's prostate. He continued to hammer into that sweet spot 
until James arched from the floor. A loud growl rumbled from his lips and ropes of semen splattered against 
his chest. Knowing that he couldn't hold off much longer, Kirk returned his lips to James’ throat and continued 


to pound into his friend's warm and welcoming ass. 


Lightning seared through his brain as his orgasm slammed into him with a release so powerful that Kirk nearly 
passed out. He clung to James and rode through it, his voice little more than a gasp as white noise whined 
through his skull. Fingernails tore at his shoulders as his hips continued to piston back and forth. 


And then there was nothing. A stillness hung in the air and the only sound was their laboured breathing and 
the pop and crackle of the fire. Resting his head on James’ chest, Kirk took a moment to ponder what had 
happened. He felt as though they'd been bought together for just this moment. That they'd walked through the 
best part of forty years to finally be at a point where they were comfortable enough to be with one another. 
Yet it had still required help from an external force to truly bring them together. 


For Kirk, he felt happy and settled for the first time in a long time. He'd been through so much, and seen so 
many different people. He'd wondered if he'd ever fall truly in love rather than lust. And here he was, lying 
before a fire in a supposedly haunted house with his arms around the man with whom he'd shared so much. 


"Sorry for scratching you." 


Kirk lifted his shoulders a little and felt the dent of wounds in his skin. "It's okay. | like a little pain" 


He lifted his head and looked down into James’ face. The other man gave him a weary smile. His hair was 


rumpled from where they'd shifted along the floor. 
So.." Kirk began 
"So?" 


He paused and lifted himself from James, only to drop to the floor beside him. Stretching out, he rested a 
hand against his friend's chest. He could feel his heart pattering against his fingers and semen cooling against 
his skin 


"So where does this leave us?" he quietly asked. 


Those blue eyes, eyes that had seen so much, looked at him. James shrugged before knotting a hand behind his 


head. The fire continued to warm them and the smell of vanilla and soot continued to hang in the air. 


Kirk wasn't sure if he wanted to hear James’ answer, but he got it anyway. "I'm not sure. At least not yet. 
This place-" He paused as though to gather his thoughts. "This place has a strange atmosphere." 


"And you think that's why what happened.. happened?" 
James nodded. "To a degree. But maybe we've been waiting for this to happen" 
"My thoughts exactly." 


They got cleaned up and wrapped themselves in the layers of sleeping bags that they'd hauled through the 
forest. Returning to James’ side, Kirk tossed an arm over the other man's chest and turned his attention to 
the far side of the room. The door that he'd pushed half shut creaked and the form of Lilith stepped through. 
Her dress continued to move, lifting from her ankles and flowing behind her. She was followed by others as she 
walked into the room. Kirk recognised them from Malcom's books; Odin, Morrigan, Eros, Hades, Freyja, and a 
host of others that he couldn't identify. All of them stood along one wall, their attention on the two men 
sprawled before the fire. 


Some fear us, Lilith began. Many visit just fo be entertained by the possibility of an evening of fear. But you came 
with open minds and open hearts to receive those who live within these walls. You accepted what was offered to 


you and, come the morrow, you will carry those blessings back into the world 


Kirk felt James shrug and an arm slid beneath his shoulders. "I'm feeling kinda blessed right now. I'm not 


complaining about my life. It's been hard at times but | don't have much to complain about now.’ 


Sometimes our blessings are not material, nor financial Sometimes they are merely finding yourself in the right 


place at the right time and acknowledging that there is something that needs adding fo your hife. 


Smiling, Kirk pressed himself closer to James. His hand curled around the other man's broad chest and held 
him tight. There was a sense of safety in the room. They weren't being judged. The spirits had stepped in to 
right a wrong that they had seen 


Morning dawned slowly. With his bags back on the sled, Kirk took one last look around the house. The 
atmosphere was still there yet, instead of the uplifting one of the previous night, it now felt a little more 
subdued as though it was sad for their leaving. The ache in his gut told him that he felt the same. He didn't 
want to leave. Didn't want to step away from the safety and sanctuary of the house. 


The hinges of the front door whined as he opened it. Behind him he could hear James rifling about for the last 
few items. They'd talk about what had happened within the house's walls and decided that they'd see what the 
future held for them. Together. 


He paused and left a small pile of fruit beside the front door. An offering to those who lived within 
"Ready?" 


Kirk looked up and gave James a sad smile. "Yeah. I'm ready." He began to heave the sled down the steps when 
he paused and turned to look at the closing door. "Look, | know you were sceptical about coming here but I'm 


glad that you did. Thank you." 


‘lm glad | did, too." James lifted a heavy-looking pack onto his back. "And you know something about this place. 
Know why its so well maintained? It's because of people like you. Don't think | didn't see you secret that fruit 
down by the door. That's exactly why others bring full gas bottles, or take away the empties. It's why they're 


keeping the house in working order; because there are those who are living here full time." 

Happiness and acceptance welled up in Kirk. Reaching out, he cupped James’ cheek and drew him in for a kiss. 
The sun blossomed through a tuft of cloud, bathing them in warm rays. Wrapping an arm around James’ waist, 
Kirk looked around the opening before them. 


"ve got a strange feeling that we're going to be back here." 


He felt James lean closer and a kiss was pressed to the top of his head. "Got a strange feeling that you're 


right" 


